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Gianni Schicci 
"!. 
Puccini opera set 
in thirteenth century Italy 
_ For the first time in two or 
three years, the music 
department is staging a full 
scale opera production. Over 
the past few years, students 
have only presented opera 
excerpts. Hopefully, this 
year's production will revive 
interest in the Opera 
program. Perhaps later 
additional longer operas 
may be presented. 
The Opera Gianni 
Schicchi, was written by 
Puccini and is set in thir-
teenth century Italy. It is 
fairly short in comparison to 
other operas, lasting only 
forty-eight minutes. The 
single act production was 
originally one of three 
performed together. Ac-
cording to Dr. Samuel 
Brown, instructor of the 
Lyric Opera Theatre 
Course here at Jacksonville 
~'tate University, "The play 
is a masterpiece of brilliance 
and wit." 
The play was originally 
written in Italian. "It is very 
beautiful in Italian," says 
Brown, "but, . for our pur-
poses, it is better performed 
in English, so the audience 
can understand some of the 
more subtle comedy 
aspects." The opera-should 
prove wonderfully en-
tertaining, even for those 
without a particular interest 
in Opera itself. 
"The production is a 
collaboration of efforts and 
talents of members of both 
the drama and the theater 
departments," reports 
Brown who will be the vocal 
coach for the opera. The 
director will be Wayne 
Claeren, and the Orchestra 
will be conducted by earl · 
Anderson. Carlton Ward will 
design the setting and 
lighting. Costumes and 
,make-up will be de&igned by 
Douglas Stetz. Mary 
catherine Brown will ac-
company at rehearsals, and 
Ross Perry will be the stage 
manager. 





realism; it will not be totally 
complete for the purposes of 
both style and budget. In this 
way, it can compliment the 
performance rather than 
overpower it. Both the 
scenery and lavish costumes 
will be representative of the 
period. 
The performance is 
scheduled for the twenty-
fifth, twenty-sixth and 
twenty-seventh of March in 
Ernest Stone Center. 
Members of the cast will 
be: 
Gianni Schicchi, Scott 
Whorton; Lauretta, Leslie 
Whitmire; Zita, Michelle 
Gibson; Rinuccio, Steve 
Simmons; Gherardo, Rick 
Robertson; Nella, Michelle 
Grigsby; Gerardino, Paik-Mi 
Rhee; Betto, Scott Boozer; 
Simone, Kevin Bell; Marco, 
Keith Bragg; La Ciesca, 
Sandy Estes; Master 
Spinelloccio, Jim Gordon; 
Amantio Di Nicolao, Tom 
Head; Pinellino, Scott 
Morris; and Guccio, Joe 
Williams. 
Stephens 
By LYNN, LePINE 
What started as a lucrative 
business for fourth grader 
Donald Stephens, blossomed 
into a career as an aspiring 
artist. Stephens, who 
charged his elementary 
school classmates a nickel 
each for required anatomy 
drawings, is now a JSU art 
major, and a sculptor whose 
considerable talent is 
recognized by his instructors 
and peers. 
The 31 year old Talladega 
native has "always liked to 
do things with my hands", 
and has translated that 
affinity into ceramic, 
plaster, and wood artwork. 
"I'm trying to find my own 
style right now," Stephens 
said, "I create from my 
imagination, and much of 
my work leans toward the 
African culture." Stephens 
feels he will eventually move 
away from the African in-
fluence as his own style 
becomes more definitive. 
Stephens describes his 
sculptures as expressions of 
-- --- -
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lS findin~ his own style 
his views on life, love, and 
closeness. "My sculptures 
are symbolic of the way I see 
and feel about things," 
Stephens said. 
Among the artists 
Stephens admires are JSU 
instructor Dr. Oakley 
Holmes and environmental 
artist Stan Bitter. Of these 
men, ~'tephens said, "I like 
Holmes' style and his work 
in black art . Bitters is a little 
known artist, but I enjoy his 
outdoor ceramics: foun-
tains, swimming pools, 
murals." 
Asked what advice he 
would give to upcoming 
students in art, Stephens 
replied, "I, find that many 
student artists give up too 
easily. They become 
discouraged. They feel they 
cannot be as good as the next 
artist. My advice is don't 
give up, but continue 
working and trying harder to 
find your own style. My 
advice is 'believe in your-
self.' " 
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Set desi~ner Ward creates illusion 
By GREG SPOON 
Carlton Ward has been at JSU for several years. In that 
time, he has worked in all phases of dramatic production 
and in addition has worked on other projects outside the 
university setting. 
Those who attend the productions by the drama depart-
ment see the fine craftmanship Ward possesses. The most 
recent work was the design of the unusual set for 
"Shenandoah." Ward and Bob Upton worked very hard to 
create an illusion for the riew.ers. This work is only one of 
many. Ward has been commissioned at various times by 
other theatres to design sets. 
One very important activity that Mr. Ward is interested 
in is that of finding, photographing, and recordir_lg old early 
American theatres. He said he became interested in this 
about eight years ago. This sideline interest turned.into the 
beginnings of Ward's dissertation. 
The theatres that still stand today are generally not used 
as such. They are usually used for · storage space, 
businesses, and some are used by religious organizations. 
The League of Historic American theatres, based in 
Washington, publishes a list of theatres that are confirmed. 
'fl)ere are some entries which date back to the 1700's as well 
as others dating back before 1915 - the cut-off point of the 
publication. 
Ward 
Ward serves as a League archivist and researcher. As he 
uncovers new information, it will be added to the listings in 
the directory. By compiling this ·valuable information, 
Historic theatres: 
Recent discovery in TalladeBa 
brinBs Alabama total to 17 
Alabama now has 17 
documented h is toric 
theatres due to a recent 
"discovery" in Talladega. 
Carlton Ward, an archivist 
and researcher for the 
League of Historic American 
'Theatres in Washington, D. 
C., has learned from 
Talladega historian Vern 
Scott that the city had two 
opera houses prior to 1915. 
Scott ·will assist Ward, 
head of Jacksonville State 's 
drama department, in 
compiling information about 
the Chamber's Opera House 
and the Elk's Theatre. The 
information will appear in a 
directory of historic theatres 
to be published by the 
League later this year. 
T he Talladega 
"discovery" gives the state a 
total of 16 theatres still in 
existence from an age prior 
to World War I. The 
Alabama Theatre in Bir-
mingham, which was built in 
1927, is also included in the 
collection because of its 
historic importance. 
The Chamber 's Opera 
House, at the corner of 
Battle and Court Streets, 
was last used by Talladega 
Furniture , Company, ac-
Pertelote 
cording to Scott . The 1,100- Talladega theatres, the list 
seat facility was operated of Alabama sites includes: 
from 1887-1905 and featured -Lyric 'Theatre, Anniston, 
" quick-change sets" and built in 1918. 
other innovations. -Auburn 'Theatre, built in 
The Elk's 'Theatre, on East 1950. 
Street North, was originally --Lyric Theatre, Bir-
a three-story structure . It mingham, built in 1912. 
was in existence from 1905- --Alabama Theatre, 
1916. Today it houses a Birmingham, built in 1927. 
service station and all that --'The Cotaco Opera House, 
remains. of the structure are Decatur, built in 1890. 
portions of the old theatre --Dothan Opera House, 
walls. Such prominent built in 1915. 
figures as presidential -Fort Payne Opera House, 
. candidate William Jennings built in 1889. 
Bryan appeared in the --Blount Opera House, 
facility . . Greensboro, built in 1903. 
Ward, who is caretaker· of --Constitution Hall, 
the collection, will use the Huntsville ( Alabama's 
information in a manuscript second capitol), used as a 
America's Undying theatre in early 1800's. 
Theatres -which will fulfill --Jacksonville Opera 
requirements for his Ph.D. House, built in 1895. 
in drama at New York --Mobile Little Theatre, 
University. wilt in 1860 as a seaman's 
Ward said public bethel. 
recognition of old theatres --Montgomery 'Theatre, 
may lead to their designation formerly a church built in 
as national landmarks. If the 1888. 
buildings are listed in the -Montgomery Theatre, 
National Register of Historic built in 1860. 
Places , the owners can -Bryce Theatre, in Bryce 
qualify for significant tax Hospital, Tuscaloosa, built 
lreaks for helping preserve around 1860. 
or improve the structures. -Union Springs 'Theatre, 
In addition to the two built in 1897. 
students and scholars will have the opportunity to explore 
the early American theatre and observe its changes. 
Recently, Ward traveled to Princeton University to finish 
work on the Chesley Collection. Gene Chesley, a professor 
at the University of California at Davis, . started the 
collection which consists of programs, posters, and 
·memorabilia from America 's early theatre. Ward began 
working with Chesley on the research about 1975. Before his 
death in 1981, Chesley had identified about 250 historic 
theatres and Ward, who has continued researching, has 
more than tripled that number. 
Ward's work will be on exhibit at Princeton through 
January 15, 1984. The collection will then become a per-
manent part of the Princeton University Library. As 
caretaker of the collection, Ward will continue to update the 
material each year for the League of Historic American 
Theatres, owner of the collection. 
Theatre Design and Production Magazine will be doing a 
feature s.tory in the near future on Ward and his many 
accomplishments. 
In addition to his other discoveries, Ward has recently 
confirmed there are two opera houses in Talladega which 
operated prior to 1915. This continuing work is an example 
of Ward's interest and motivation in the theairical world. 
He is recognized by his colleagues for excellence in his 
field. The students in drama are indeed fortunate to have 
such an accomplished person for guidance. Carlton Ward is 
a very important part of the department-and of the 





By MARK McELROY 
George Richards looks like a poet - the 
fact is undeniable. His beard, his piercing 
gaze, and his solid features would be per-
fectly at home on the back cover ot a 
literature anthology, recorded in timeless 
black and white, ageless as Stonehenge. 
I found him one Friday afternoon 
squirreled away in his office, contemplating 
whatever truths there are to be found in the 
bottom of a microwaved cup of ravioli. He 
seemed to approach the task of eating lunch 
as he seems to approach all other tasks -
with a mood of silent determination. 
"I think," he begins, "that I am interested 
in knowledge. I _am particularly interested 
in coming to know things through feelings." 
Indeed, much of Dr. Richards' writing 
seems to reflect that interest in knowledge; 
his poems are often haunting images of self-
discovery, and revelation. "I'm just trying 
to · explore my experiences, explore ways to 
understand (them)." 
He describes the writing of poetry not as a 
matter Qf thinking but as a matter of 
process. This would, of course, affect his 
teaching methods - a major role Dr. 
Richards plays on campus is teaching the 
assorted creative writing courses. Based on 
his experiences as a writing teacher, he 
describes what he finds to be the most 
common mistake of beginning writers: 
"Timidity. They're too timid!" 
/ 
According to Dr. Richards, many people 
want to write, but are unable to confront the 
painful truths often associated with ex-
ploring one's own feelings. There are some 
who will simply never grow as writers 
because they cannot face this kind of ex-
perience. Some, however, are indeed eager 
for the chance to actually write and engage 
in self - discovery - they just need a little 
assistance along the road to authorship. Yet 
another difficulty one must overcome is that 
bane of students everywhere ... the fear of 
asking an instructor questions. According to 
Dr. Richards, once these matters have been 
dealt with, the instructor's main job is to 
"get out of the way" and let the writer 
progress further along his own path of 
development. 
His success as a teacher of creative 
writing proves his skill in that department. 
But what of Dr. Richards, the writer? What 
moves him to create? What things are 
particular to his own style and works? He 
fi;eely admits that Robert Bly has had an 
influence on him, increasing his awareness 
if nothing else. Even so, as a writer must, 
Richards has not become a mere mimic of 
4 
the figures he admires, but uses their of-
fering to his advantage, growing through 
observation and then going on to create new 
forms and ideas. 
For subjects, Richards prefers what 
might be called unpromising objects, and he 
cites several items on his desk and window 
sill: a piece of mottled bark, an odd chunk 
· of coral, a brittle leaf. Not present in his 
office, but appearing in one recent work, is a 
dead crow - again, not something one might 
connect with the delicate creature we call 
poetry. 
Yet in these things, objects not super-
_ficially interesting or picturesque, Dr. 
Richards finds meaning. 
As a critic (not an official function, but 
one that exists primarily from participating 
in the art itself), Dr. Richards sees no real 
direction in modern poetry. Instead, he 
views the contemporary poetic scene as one 
of chaos. "There's a desperation, evident in 
all the experimentation that you see." He is 
quick to add that the chaos has not really 
been detrimental; some good , poems are 
being written nonetheless. Perhaps as a 
result of this chaos ( both in the art world 
and the happening world), Richards does 
not see a return to the poet as the voice of the 
people, as an oracle of sorts. The only real 
exception would seem to be the few 
songwriters making an effort to produce 
meaningful statements. 
In the final analysis, Dr. Richards woulc 
recommend the following for any writer wlx> 
would improve himself: 
WRITE! Many people like to claim they 
are writers, but do not sacrifice the time 
needed to actually sit down and go about the 
work of writing. This is imperative; make 
time to do this if the time does not present 
itself. 
READ! The writer must go beyond 
reading only what is assigned, and must be 
hungry for new ideas and experiences. Even 
if grades must be somewhat compromised, 
find time to read good solid material. 
SEEK! In this case, seek like - minded 
persons ... other writers. Dr. Richards is a 
strong supporter of the JSU Writers' Club, 
an organization dedicated to allowing 
writers to converge and exchange critiques 
of each other's works. 
Dr. Richards will be happy to meet and 
suggest things to any budding author, and 
may often be found in his office on the 
second floor of the Stone Center - gazing 
into a cup of ravioli, perhaps?? 
Richards Photo by Opal Lovett 
Writer's Club 
Opportunity to exchange ideas 
The Writers' Club at JSU 
allows the opportunity for 
writers - at this point 
defined as anyone interested 
in creating short fiction or 
poetry or both - to meet 
other people who engage in 
this activity and exchange 
ideas. Meeting every first 
Monday night of the month 
and every other Monday 
thereafter, the club 
currently finds a home in 
Mrs. Lovett's basement 
classroom in the TMB. 
So far, everything from 
new poetry to stories in any 
conceiveable setting to first 
chapters of novels have been 
read and critiqued by the 
authors. that make up the 
membership. The main 
function of the club, ac-
cording to organization 
i:resident Mark Mc Elroy, is 
to present any willing writer 
with an audience for his 
works. 
About the only thing that 
keeps the Writers' Club from 
becoming a monumental 
force on campus is lack of 
attendance . . . it seems that 
getting writers to the 
meetings often poses a 
problem. For this reason, the 
presence of any interested 
party is strongly en-
couraged. 
Writers' Club often 
sponsors speakers who 
appear at meetings, usually 
individuals who have en-
joyed some degree of suc-
cess in their field. Recently, 
local writer Susan Herport 
visited and gave a reading of 
her poetry to the group and 
nwnerous other students in 
attendance. Scheduled to 
appear at a later date are 
other figures, including 
(hopefully) the son of JSU 
president Theron Mon-
tgomery. 
The Writers' Club requests 
that all persons interested in 
participating visit the next 
meeting, which is usually 
noted in the Chanticleer and 
on vario_us posters on 
campus. The more members 
in attendance, the richer the 
experience, and the richer 
the experience, the greater 
the degree the club can 
accomplish its goal -
assisting writers in whatever 
capacity it can. 
Pertelote 
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Art or sport? --ExpressiOn witliout 
By LYNN LePINE 
Dance. Is it an art or a 
sport? Where does it fit in the 
academic setting and which 
departmqnt should take 
responsibility for dance? 
According to JSU dance 
instructor Peggy Roswal, 
these are ''open-ended 
questions" that are difficult 
to answer. "Dancers in a 
college setting want to get 
the best deal in terms of 
money and facilities. In 
some schools, they get more 
attention in the physical 
education department. In 
others, they are higher on 
the totem pole in the fine arts 
or drama department." 
Roswal feels the difficulty 
in forcing dance into one 
mold or another may be 
inherent in the nature of its 
participants. " Dance 
students come from different 
disciplines," said Roswal, 
"Some come for the sport 
aspect of dance and some 
come to practice an art. 
Dance teachers also come 
from different backgrounds. 
Some come from a P.E. 
background and see dance as 
a physical activity. Some 
come from a fine arts school 
and teach dance as an art." 
This creates a problem, 
according to Roswal, 
because the fine arts dance 
teacher would be unhappy 
when placed in a P .E. set-
ting, and vice-versa. 
Another problem in 
classifying dance is the 
nature of the activity itself. 
Said Roswal, "Dance can be 
the best of both worlds. It is a 
wonderful art form because 
of the physical benefits, and 
also because it is art that 
uses the human body as its 
medium as opposed to paints 
and brushes. Dance is a 
sport in that it emphasizes 
physical fitness. It is also a 
sport in the sense that there 
is competition to be the best 
performer.' ' 
What is the status of dance 
at JSU? Pr.esently, all dance 
courses are offered in the 
P.E. department, but ac-
cording to Roswal, there has 
been some discussion about 
switching the classes to fine 
arts. "I imagine the P .E. 
department would like to 
keep ( the dance classes), 
and I don't know how the 
drama department feels. 
Ideally, dance courses would 
be offered under different 
prefixes in both depart-
ments, but _this wouldn't be 
practical." Roswal feels that 
such an arrangement would 
create a cloudy area of 
Pertelote . ; 
responsibility that would be Roswal seems satisfied 
detrimental to ·the dance with the current 
students. arrangement. With classes 
offered through the P.E. 
department and concerts 
given in the theatre 
department, she does indeed 






Roberts displays versatlllty In capturfng the cblldbood Innocence of Raebel Doss. 
R-oberts' attendance at naUonal sporting events garners him much photo space In area 
, newspapers. 
Pertel~ 
Roberts shoots nature as handily as people as shown In this print, and In the other outdoor photo, 
throughout this issue of Pertelote. 
This young athlete got a little help from her friend 




By MARK McELROY 
"Play the record of your choice! 
I don't mind-
I'd be happy just to hear your voice ... " 
-Charlie Dor, "Pilot of the Airwaves" 
It was twilight in the control room. As soon as the other 
jock had left, Rormie had killed the lights in the offices, hall, 
and the other stlldios. The only illurninatioi:i now came from 
the lighted VU meters before him and the red and green 
LED displays on the rack to the left and rear of the room. 
Those displays winked on and off, on and off, trying feebly 
to intrude upon the candle-light glow that permeated the 
control room. "Red and green," thought Ronnie with a grin. 
"Crimson and clover." 
Except for the ghost whisper of music from his head- · 
phones on the counter near the twin turntables, the station 
was about as noisy as the inside of a closed coffin. Oc-
casionally the hard beat of a song might summon forth a 
moth-tap, the sound of sleet against the window on a cold 
winter night, as the meter needles were forced to the ex-
treme right of their cells. Periodically Ronnie would sigh 
deeply, an almost frightening noise in the solemn stillness. 
In the glass before him (from the hall, people could stand 
and gawk at the DJ during business hours), Ronnie could 
see his reflection, strangely transparent, tinted a honey-
gold. He wasn;t handsome-wt he wasn't horrifying either. 
In a crowd he received about as much attention as any other 
guy, fading into the scenery quite nicely. As long as that 
crowd was silent, he would continue to be just another face, 
just another average Joe trapped in an average life working 
at an average job for average pay and one day dying an 
average death. But if Ronnie were to speak, well, that was 
another matter. 
Put simply, Ronnie's voice wasn't just good-it was en-
chanting. His sound was a deep, resonant one, perfect for 
FM radio. His easy-going, slightly shy manner was 
somehow broadcast along with the music he now played 
almost fulltime. People heard that voice and relaxed, his' 
tone winning them over quickly. In only a year at R108, he 
had built a faithful listening audience and was constantly 
receiving calls from teenage girls who were dying to "see 
him just once." Radio was his life; his job was his greatest 
love. 
"You're listening to R108 where the music is great, and 
speaking of great music, cuts are coming up this hour from 
Billy Joel, Fleetwood Mac, and Michael Jackson, along 
with your chance to win a free lunch for two at Mac's Steak 
, House. All this and more, right here on R108 ! '' 
He flicked the mike switch out of program and brought up 
the music. It was the bottom of the hour-seven-thirty on the 
dot-and solid gold from the Blue Oyster Cult was draped 
over the city like soft, wannshroud. Seven-thirty. Thirty 
minutes more and his show would be over. Half an hour and 
then, radio silence. 
The phone light flashed. Instead of a bell shrieking each 
time someone called, a tiny bulb flashed spasmodically. 
Ronnie answered, pleasant as always. "R108." In the 
background, oddly filtered by the phone, the Blue Oyster 
Cult moaned, 
"Romeo and Juliet 
Are together in eternity. 
We can be like they are. 
Come on baby 
Don't fear the Reaper ... " 
'.fhe caller was female, either very sick or very upset. 
"Oh Ronnie," she whined, "is it true? Is this your last 
show? Say it isn't so!" 
Ronnie, phone held uncomfortably between shoulder and 
ear, grinned as he cued up the next record. The girl was 
8 
Becky; she was a regular listener. It was odd how one came 
to know people while working at a radio station. Some, like 
Becky, sent fan mall with fuzzy Polaroid pictures of 
themselves to him in care of the station. 
In the near darkness, Ronnie answered, "Yeah, this is it. 
It's time to move on." 
"Oh Ronnie," Becky sobbed, "What will everyone do 
when we can't hear your voice? What will I do?" She 
paused to snuff an incredible amount of snot back up her 
no~ before continuing. "I'll just die, Ronnie!" 
"You won't miss me at all after a ·few weeks," Ronnie 
said good-naturedly. "There'll be a new jock to talk to, and 
then-poof! I'll be just a faded memory!" 
"Oh, Ronnie, I will miss you, every time I turn on the 
radio. I may even stop listening completely because of this! 
You're the only good-looking guy that ever talks to me!" 
"Becky," Ronnie reminded her gently, "You've never 
even seen me. How do you know I'm good looking?" 
"You sound good-looking," she insisted. "Anyway, I can't 
believe it. Why are you leaving?" 
------ ----- -
Photo by Mike Roberts 
"Uh, let's see, Becky, my record's running out, and I need 
to do the weather. I better: let you go!" 
"Okay, Ronnie. Bye." 
The VU meter jumped, surprised as he flicked on the 
mike. He told everyone matter-of-factly that storms were 
moving in, but that it would all be over soon. He gave the 
temperature and started the next song. 
Aagain, the phone light winked. 
"R108!" 
"What time is it?" demanded an elderly woman. 
"It's twenty to eight, mam," replied Ronnie. 
She hung up without thanking him or saying good-bye. 
Ronnie sighed again, a heavy sound. He rolled his chair 
back from the board and rose stiffly. His knees cracked the 
cocking of a gun. He walked over to the studio door' and 
locked it securely, pulling on it to be sure. From a shelf 
littered with reels of tape and rainbow-colored R108 
stickers he carefully lifted a greasy paper bag in which he 
(See STORM, Page 12) 
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Impatient people burn their marshmallows 
(A story that ends well in spite of the odds of life) 
By KIMRA TRAYNOR 
"You look like a Greek goddess." He had said it as he 
lightly fingered the statue that day in the Smithsonian 
Institute. I wasn't flattered. I had been there. I had s?en the 
statues of the Greek goddesses. Their large forms did bear 
some resemblance to my own rather lumpish body, but I 
certainiy did not consider this fact to be a compliment. I 
punched my flabby thigh thoughtfully as I remembered 
this. · liste . t '" "Tamela ... Tamela ... dammit are you rung o me. 
John's voice broke into my thoughts. " .... And for _God's 
sake why are you punching yourself? ! You are gomg to 
hurt yourself ... Tamela, Tammy- quit it." . 
"Oh " I said smiling brightly at him, "I was just thinking 
of you'." Some' of the sarcasm I felt leaked into mr. w?rds. 
"Ya know " I drawled in a fake Southern accent, ya 11 do 
' " say the sweetest things about me. 
John's large brown eyes narrowed as he apparently t~ied 
to figure out what I was talking about. I stared at him; 
giving him no clues. Three years of marriage had not ex-
panded his knowledge of me- I knew it, an~ I w:as de~ted 
by this. John ran his fingers thro~g~ his_ thick, straight 
black hair. Each hair fell ascrew, giving hu--n a porcupine-
like appearance. I laughed, pointing an accusing finger in 
his direction. . 
"What? What is it? Do I have something stuck. in my 
teeth?" His fingers flew to his mouth and began to probe 
between the teeth. Seeing him so concerned like that, I only 
laughed harder. . . 
"I love you!" I scre~ed, still laughing and gasp!?g fo~ 
treath. I squeezed him ma hug and put on my best_ cute 
face. We were going to have a great time at the reuruon that 
day, I thought, and I squeezed him again. 
"I just can't figure you out," he stated, and then his eyes 
saw the mass of ruined material. 
"What the hell .... " 
"John, John: I love you so much. Come on ... let's go to 
bed. We could play "doctor ...... " . 
"Tamela." John jerked my now sensuous face toward~ 
demanding eyes. "Tamela," he repeated, "what the hell is 
that mess?" 
"Whhhhhat mess?" I asked innocently, turning my face 
away. Of course I knew what mess he was talking about, but 
I knew I would be in big trouble when he found out that I had 
spent three hundred dollars on material for curtains and 
then had ruined it by my own carelessness. I looked down at 
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~ toes and picked at the already peeling polish. 
"That's it- isn't it?!" I demanded. 
"What are you talking about? I asked you what that pile 
of crap is over there, and I want to know. Now!" 
"Sure, sure blame it on me. Go ahea~ You are just 
looking for a reason, aren't you John?" 
"A reason for what?" 
"A reason to leave me! Oh, I should have known, I sup-
pose, I should have known! I saw the war you looked at that 
cashier when we bought groceries last night. She had pretty 
big boobs, didn't she John?" I nudged him knowingly. "I'll 
bet you wish that you had a wife with big, massive breasts -
don't you John ole boy? Well, I should have seen this 
coming a long, long time ago, But you know me--so sweet 
and innocent and filled with love for you that I believed you 
when you said that it didn't matter that I didn't have huge 
Playboy bunny breasts." I paused, took a deep breath for 
dramatic affect, and stared dejectedly at him. 
"!love your ... heh ... wait a minute, you little imp. Do 
you think you are going to get away with that?" A dimple 
appeared on his cheek, and I knew that I was horn~ free. 
"Yes?" I questioned, looking hopefully into his eyes. I 
threw myself upon him once again. 
"Tamela ... " he trailed off softly, his full lips still 
smiling. 
"I didn't mean to! Honest I didn't! I wanted to suririse 
you - to make you happy!" My "cute" face once again 
firmly in place; I earnestly pleaded. "Please don't hate 
me; I knew you have every reason to, but please, please 
don't." My mud-green eyes filled with tears, and I dropped 
my head onto his muscular arm. I coughed weakly and 
looked up at him. 
"What, baby - what did you do? What is that mess o~r 
there?" John stroked my head which was bowed with 
despair. 
"I ruined it John· I ruined it." I sniffed-a huge nose-
wrenching sniff, wiping my nose on his sleeve. "I was going 
to make curtains - beautiful passion-raspberry colored 
curtains. They were going to be ... " I searched for the 
words "a decor delight." I quickly drew my hand across 
my fa~e coating it in the stream of liquid mascara which 
had bee~ trickling down my face, "I ruined the material." I 
sniffed again - for effect, and waited for his reaction. 
"Oh Tammy, how many times have I told you to take your 
time and do things light? You know that is so important. Oh 
well " he sighed looking at my eyes which resembled the 
insides of toma~s, "that ugly material couldn't have cost 
much anyhow." He touched my cheek gently and then 
looked as if he had been electrocuted when I wailed, 
"Three hundred dollarrrrrrrzzzzzzz ! ! ! " I pulled myself 
to my feet and ran into our bedroom. _The ~o~s were 
blank - I had torn the old curtains down m anticipation - and . 
they stared at me accusingly. John came in behind me, his 
lips pale. 
"H-how much did you say?" 
"Three-bee h-hundred d-ckl.ollars ... " I sobbed. He stared 
directly ahead. 
"Come on Tamela· we have to get ready for the family 
reunion." ms voice ~as expressionless; cold. I couldn't 
stand that. 
"No. I'm not going." I pressed my lips tightly together. I 
hated it when John was mad at me. I had no control over 
him whatsoever when he was in this state, and I did not like 
not being in control. Still, I knew that when he was mad 
being disagreeable never helped things, so I pulled myself 
to my feet and shed my clothes. I glanced out of the corner 
of my eyes to see whether or not he was watching me. He 
was not. A Greek godess, huh? Right. My body felt as heavy 
as the ton of marble from which the statues were carved as 
I dressed. I wiggled my way into a tight pair of white shorts, 
lying on the floor and inhaling deeply to get t~em zipped. I 
slipped on a striped polo shirt. I really was going to have to 
go on a diet, I thought. Tomorrow after the reunion, I 
resolved. 
"Why are you wearing those shorts?" I knew he hated the 
shorts- I had picked them out especially because of that. 
"Really Tamela, those shorts are too tight .. Either do 
some exercise or throw them away. If you are going to wear 
shorts like that then you might as well not wear any at all.'' 
I tossed the shorts towards his scowling face. He really 
. didn't look too handsome when he was all worked up like 
this I mused; I wonder why I married him. I mean, he was 
alw~ys picking on me, and I never did anything wrong. A 
real tyrant, that's what he was, I thought. I really had to put 
up with a lot being married to him. I pulled on a looser red 
pair of shorts and turned and faced him. 
"Do I meet your majesty's apiroval?" I bowed deeply, 
my long hair sweeping the floor, "or perhaps you would 
prefer if I put something more demure on ... '' 
He stared at me and then took my hand. "Come on," be 
said, "let's be friends again." It reminded me of the old 
days when I was in elementary school. Each day our little 
gang of girls would pick one member of the group to 
ostracize and call names. On Kristen Miser's day I had 
dumped a milkshake on her head, asking her to be my 
friend again when she had cried. John reminded me of her. 
"Okay," I said, "but remember - I didn't start it." I 
couldn't help adding. John grinned at me. 
At the reunion I was in tbe best of spirits. There was 
nothing quite as exhilarating as fighting and Ulen making · 
up again. I flew from one relative to another, exchanging 
gossip and recipes and making John proud. I did this with 
all of my female relatives, all that is, except HER. SHE was 
arranged under a tree in a lounge chair, her long brown legs 
neatly displayed. From the time we were children we had 
been thrown together. . 
"Why don't you and Linda run along and play?" well-
meaning aunts had suggested, and Linda had smiled 
sweetly, clutching her doll. I had spit onto the ground, 
smacking my fist into my baseball glove. No, I had hated 
her, and I still did. She was too perfect. 
John walked up behind me and grabbed me. "We're 
building afire,'' he stated, ''so you might go and see if there 
are some VUU'Shmallows in the house. I know you've had a 
tough day, but it'll be fun to sit in front of the fire and roast 
marshmallows, won't it?" I eagerly ran into the house, 
noticing with some dismay that Linda had picked up her 
beautiful body and was heading towards the site of the fire. 
Nothing shook on her lean body, but I soon disregarded her 
and the angry jiggle of my thighs in my search for mar-
shmallows. Aha! I had found a fresh bag. 
"John! I found some, honey." I ran towards him and 
threw my arms around him. "Aren't yo~ SC? SWEE! to 
build us this fire ! " I exclaimed for Linda s benefit. I 
(See MARSHMALLOW_S, Page 12) 
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Each Second Sunday 
We sing at them, 
not for them; 
they do not know we are there. 
One holds always 
to a battered, plastic baby 
ceaselessly begging us 
to buy it some medicine. 
Another - this woman -
collects warm human hands, 
clutching any offered her 
with desperate strength 
- when one escapes, 
she never recaptures it . 
Here, a boy, perhaps fourteen, 
per~ps forty, 
weaves wet clothes 
from threads of saliva, 
and a woman, 
sometimes chased by sepia devils, 
runs screaming 
down the halls. 
We sing. 
We all sing. 
I watch. 
And when I see 
clock-scarred faces pressed 
putty-like against damp glass, 
and Harold's mother 
waiting forever ·for Harold to visit 
with his spider-filled eyes, 
rotten jaw grinning widely, 
I wonder 
if this be mercy. 
--Mark McElroy 
A Cruel Wind 
Sunshine streamed 
through slits in the venetian blind, 
and lit new faces 
engaged in conversation. 
I saw faces 
of years before, 
a different place. 
The timid first grade smile 
touched my lips, 
as I steadied my hand, 
half raised, 
secretly hoping to avoid notice. 
My heart jumped 
at my name. 
When I stood 
to share, 
my memory became 
a butterfly, 
safe in a jar 
gripped with child-like tightness. 
The jar opened 
as my words came, 
and a breeze of pride 
rustled colorful wings. 
The harsh words, 
lifted the delicate body, 
and tossed it indifferently 
from my possession. 
Faces look no different, 
though a tear 
drops silently 





I studied the pills in my hand, 
wanting strength 
to lift them to my lips. 
My mind hung on the usual things: 
neglect, contempt, loneliness. 
Off its cradle, the telephone; 
the cmmpled black dress; 
my shredded photographs 
reminded me of myself: 
a misfit, abandoned. 
What else could I do, 
but this? 
-Lela Michelle 
Photo by Marie Donguv 
Survivors 
Some sit or sprawl 
Here on the soggy sand, 
Sighing, 
Since they heard the call 
To leave their ships and go for land, 
Trying. 
Here's one whose head 
Hw-ts from the crown to heel, 
Crying. 
And he is not dead, 
But soon he'll find he cannot feel, 
Dying. 
One hidden heart 
Hw-ls out the secret thought, 
F1ying. 
But she feels the smart 
Of salty drops of times they fought, 
Lying. 
Were one wound worse, 
It well would be one loin, 
Tearing. 
And he hears the curse 
Of that which slowly tore the groin, 
Fearing. 
Come cling, be warm 
Here on the soggy sand, 
Sighing. · 
And we'll feel less harm 
Though we did not choose the one at hand, 
Trying. 
-Ann Spence 
The Priest of Diana at Nemi 
Wakes in the Nisht 
I wake even at the familiar disturbances. 
Sometimes the hissing of the wind, sometimes 
the prayers of pilgrims, sometimes the 
slip of my sword from my fingers. 
I wake to remember he that served the goddess 
before I came to murder, to pretend to conquer. 
I recall the soundness of his sleep. 
Perhaps I chose this role too early. 
To become priest and king of the sacred grove. 
To spend my days with the dread of its loss: 
my service to Diana. 
Tomorrow at the festival, the children 
will peek out at me from behind the trees. 
I feel I exist for them. 
Only children are true believers . 
But I was a farm boy who paid no attention 
to priests. Now it is the priesthood 
or nothing. Now l feign passion, 
but only for the children. 
Their parents do not worship, they are customers 
come to purchase good fortune for the price 
of a long walk and a day of feasting 
and shallow hymns. A sacrifice of wasted time. 
I have given my life to Her. 
Yet She allows me to weaken, to tremble. 
She will give them no more. · 
I am a symbol out of place, a myth that has 
shaped itself into reality . · 
The shadows are mine1, l go to them with joy. 
My death will be a sacred event. 
No one will mourn me. Not the children, 
they will peek out in awe at the new priest-king. 
-David McElhaney 
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The poetry of Keith Gossett 
Keith Gossett, a talented 
and ·•prolific youn/i, poet. 
is a 1983 /i,raduate of TSU. 
The poetrv on this pa/i,e 
is a small samp/inp, of his 1Pork. 
In the Burson Field 
Starting at the hog-wire fence 
On the crest of the rise 
Up from Ballplay Creek, 
With the sun riding piggyback, 
I began to look down -
- down to the sunken furrow, 
And the remains of a pebble hailst.orm 
Piling up. here and there, 
Llke old graves, between 
Stockades of lopped-off beanstalks, 
And down the rows 
I walked, to the sandy ends 
Of each neat, yard-wide path, and 
Turning around in the thick shade of the woods, 
I slowly worked back down the rise, still looking. 
About two minutes into 
The last terrace row, where 
I could no longer see the fence above, 
I put one foot across a wash, the first 
To show up in that well- drained field. 
Turning, I straddled the rain-dry rift, 
Llke some Alabama Colossus of Rhodes, 
I bent my bronzing legs and squatted, 
Taking care not to disturb 
The crumbling cliffs on each side of the wash. 
Looking and scratching, in the bed, 
Through dusty brown hailstones 
And a ragged, faded blue jay feather. 
I spotted my find for the day -
Picking it up, I held the head to the sun. 
It was perfect, for this age, 
And a clear river green, 
Flecked with sparkling, quartzy 
Drops of light, and the point 
With its chips, was unbroken. 
Still looking to the sun, 
To the blind sky fire, 
I sang in my heart and my blood, . 
We remember, flint knapper-
We remember, arrow maker. 
John Wisdom •s Bridge· 
Across this bridge John Wisdom rode 
Bareback, to save a dying South. 
Beams of axe-hewn heart pine 
Held strong for eighty years. 
A well-tramped trailer of cotton, 
So lightly white, yet heavy enough, 
Sent timbers crashing and spikes flying 
Into the slow and shallow branch. 
Now ·we stand on the grown-up bank, 
· Where cow-itch wanders, blazing red and orange, 
And shoot with careful, quiet aim .. 
The snakes on Wisdom's fallen span·. 
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The Look 
There is a type of look, 
Flashing from those 
We close our eyes to remember, 
That jolts and speeds our hearts, 
Behind these smooth, stiff chests. 
Llke the goli>ler over the log, 
Brows jump to furry arches 
Then for safety, relax and lower 
To one intently handsome line, 
Shading blank, ambiguous stares. 
Clover 
I've always looked from a distance, 
Across the twin lakes, 
To the blackened block foundations of 
Big Ed's cattle barn, and 
1 Tried to imagine the fire 
On that hill behind the water. 
Red Herefords and Black Angus 
Graze on the slope, 
Where time's slow washing down 
Of red dirt and gravel 
Has smoothly concealed 
The bones, 
And much of the scorched base. 
They graze, and step 
Softly over the masonry, 
To clover. 
Crabapple 
Our row of pole beans has a growth: 
A prickly heap of vines, covered 
With green pods hanging like chimes. 
We just pick around it. 
After July's yellow-sky blow 
Sent my favorite crabapple tree 
Rolling, like some great tumbleweed, 
Across the yard and flower beds, 
Into the field to be caught by 
. A zig-zag of pink-brown baling twine, 
We stood there like fools 
Watching the truck rise,' 
A foot into the air, then drop-
Then rise, then drop . . . 
We thought it best to leave the tree 
Where it stopped. 
Photo by Mike Roberts 
Guinea 
Escaped from the bird-man's trade day cage, 
The guinea fowl scratches its path-
Away from the mossy green lean-to, 
Across the worn silver tracks. 
Pecks and scratches through cinders 
And broken gray slag in the junkyard-
aucking roughly, rosy beak pinging 
Against a dull, dry-bug tmnper. 
Perching atop the chain-link fence, 
The speckled, marble-headed bird 
Sends its chalky, plaintive call 
Up my spine and down. 
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Storm----------------------------
(Continued From Page 8) 
usually carried a light supper. Tonight the bag seemed Years ago, when he was only a boy but still fascinated by 
heavy. the radio, he had listened avidly to the local phone-in show. 
Back in his seat, he opened the bag and peered into it, Almost every day, in among the voices of the Herb Woman, 
deliberating. Well-manicured fingers raked through his various black ladies, and the manicial minister who 
hair, which fell perfectly into place. He decided to wait, and forecasted doom for all of the listening audience, the Robot 
set the bag to one side. had called 
Ronnie studied his reflection in the window-made-mirror. The man didn't call himself that, of course-it was Rob-
It was funny how something could be so real, so awful, so bi e's nomenclature. From what he could piece together, an 
destructive, and yet go unseen. He touched the warm skin of accident had stolen this man's voice away and hidden it in a 
his throat, felt the prominent Adam's apple tremble softly. silent place. Doctors, like fairies leaving a changeling, had 
Ii had been ·diagnosed this week for sure. He had been put a mylar plastic disk there, a quarter-sized pink chip 
having sore throats, a little hoarseness; his voice had that plugged the hole in his neck. He talked alright, but he 
changed a bit. He had believed it was the weather. used a white, electric banana to do it, touching the tip of the 
The sound of angry gods, though muffled, leaked into the thing to his trembling pink disk. 
control room as the promised storm moved closer. The sound was awful, terrible, a shriek of feedback, a 
Worried, but far from concerned, he had seen his doctor · buzzing parody of the human voice. There was no inflection, 
who had prescribed a foul green paste to swallow in no feeling, only that vibrating, insect noise. 
tablespoonfuls. After a shift, though, his throat still felt like Everyone hated his calls, and you could hear radios 
raw hamburger and glass, and the pain went on. everywhere click off in unison when his electric razor of a 
He heard the earJX}ones crackle as lightning sparked voice startea grating out semi-speech. 
outside. It was seven fifty-five. Yes, Ronnie knew about the alternatives. 
A new light flashed, this one a screaming red that The door blinker flashed angrily, a weird sort of bloody 
signaled the next jock's arrival-his relief. As usual, the guy lightning to go with the thunder outside. 
arrived just as a record was running out. Ronnie didn't Seven fifty-nine. It was time. He opened the mike. 
mind. He wasn't going to answer the door anyway. "Well, that's it for the Capt. Ronnie show this rainy 
They had told him two weeks ago that it was cancer. The Saturday night. Up next is Chris Butler with more of the 
irogress was slow, but it could not be arrested. There would music you've been waiting to hear." 
have to be an operation before it spread its mindless, He swallowed, and the audience heard the dry, cotton 
greedy tendrils further into his body. Dr. Roberts had sound it made. In the silence, everyone heard the somehow 
outlined it to him in no uncertain terms. unmistakeable sound of a greasy paper bag being openea 
"It's in the larynx, Ronnie," he had said, bald head and of something being removed. It was the sound of dea<l 
gleaming. "The vocal chords." There had been a silence. leaves on marble. 
"They have to come out." Heswallowedagain. Thedoorlightflashedoverandover. 
A frightened bird, his hand had flown to his throat and listeners, surprised at the silence on such a usually well-
lighted there. Millimeters away, the cancer went about its run show, pushed eyebrows down and cocked their heads, 
demolition work. There might as well haye been a vampire strainin~ at the lack of sound. 
there, sucking his life blood away in great, greasy slurps. "I've really enjoyed it you know? All your calls, your 
1'My voice ... " he began. letters. They made me somebody; they made me alive. You 
"Will be gone," Dr. Roberts had finished, interrupting can't know how you make me feel. 
him now as the surgeon's blade would later. "We have "It's more than the music; it's knowing that I'm here, 
methods, though, that can give you a voice of sorts." talking, and you're there, listening, maybe laughing, 
Ronnie knew about the methods Roberts was referring to. singing alonli(." He smiled. "I like that." 
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Outside, thunder exploded, definitely in town, no longer 
m the horizon. 
"But that's allover now," he almost whispered. "Time to 
move on. Got places to go, things to see." 
He paused. "For the last time, this is Ronnie Wilson. 
Keep on dreaming." 
Very calmly, he put the cool steel snout of the gun in his 
mouth. His finger tightened ever-so-slightly on the trigger, 
and he felt the weapon tremble in chorus with his hand. 
Seconds passed. The audience, thor.oughly puzzled, heard 
mthing wt silence, silence, silence .... 
Ronnie pulled the gun from between his lips, a thin silver 
thread of saliva trailing from the business end. Now, cer-
tain of his feelings at last, he placed the gun with hands that 
did not tremble against his soft, warm throat. He almost 
smiled. 
To the audience, it sounded like thunder. 
Marshmallows---
<Contlnued From Page 9) 
smacked my lips repeatedly together in what I thought was 
a cute noise. 
"Tamela, don't tell me you think that is cute?" John 
laughed, looking lmowingly at my lips which had stopped in 
mid smack. I quickly stuck a marshmallow onto the end of 
my stick which I hadn't bothered to pull all of the leaves off 
of. I pushed the stick into the fire which hadn't had proper 
time to turn to suitable coals. I glanced at Linda. She was 
sitting at the far edge of the fire, carefully holding her stick 
above the flames. Her marshmallow was a golden lrown -
like her. I glanced at my own. It was on fire. 
John had seen me looking at her. "Impatient people burn 
their marshmallows," he crooned, and I remembered the 
curtains and once again looked at my tiny, sticky inferm. 
"But," he added, blowing lightly on the flame and popping 
the carbon-coated confection .into his mouth, "Impatient 
people are my favorite kind.'' I resolved not to let him know 
just oow well he really did know me, and cackled in delight 
as my second marshmallow slowly caught on fire ~d oozed 
down the sticks towards my fingers. 
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